7hemqfllameniaUe Tragcdie 

Forthefe,Tribunf»jin the dufll write 

•My harts deepe lan^uor> an d my foulcs fad tcarcs .• 

Lctmy tcares ftanen the earths dric appetite. 

My fonnes fwcet blood, will make it fhamc and blu/h : 

O earth, I will befriend thee more with rainc 
That {hall diftillfrom thefe twoaticient ruines, 

Then youfbfull Aprill /hall with all his (howres. 

In Summer^drought, lie drop vpon thee ftill, 

In Winter with warmc tearcs lie melt the fnowi 
And kcepc eternall fpring time ©n thy face, 

So thourefufeto driiikc my decre fonnes blood; 

£ftter LftcinSy mth his v^eApondraTvne- 
Oh rcncrent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbindc my fonnes, reuerfe thcdoorac ofdeath,^ 

And let me fay (that ncuer wept before) 

My tcarcs are now preuailing Oratours* 

Lucins. Oh.noblc feithcr yo u lament in vauu^ 

The Tribunes hcarcyou not, no man is by. 

And you recount your forrovves toaftonc; 

TitHs. Ah for thy brothers let me plead, 

Graue 7} Uunes., onct more I infrrat ofyou. 

Lnetuu My gracious Lord, no T ribunc heares you fpcafc* 
Titus. Why lis no matter man, ifthey did heare 
They would notmatke me, or ifthey did inarke, 
AUbootlcfTcvntothcro* 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the done r. 

Who thoughthey cannot anfwcre my diftreflfe, 

Yet in fomefort they are better then the Tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept my talc : 

Whcoldoc we*pc,they humbly at my fecte, 

Rcceiuc my tcares, and feeme to wcepc withmc, 

And were they but attired in graue wccdcs, 

Eomo could afford na Tribune like to chcfo« 
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~ A ftone is foft as waxc^«fr*"»« ftones t 

A ftone is filent, and onendeth net, 

And Tribunes jvith their tongues doomemen to death* 
£t wherefore ftandtt thou with thy 

Luciut To refeue my two brothers from their death, 
For whichattempt thcludges haue pronounft 

Myeucrlaftingdoomeofbamfliment. 

Tuw. O happy man, they hauebefnended thee. 
Why foolifli Luam, doft thou n^^ pcrceaue 

That Rome is but a wilderness Tigers ? 

Ti’o-ers muft prey, andRonie aftordsno prey 
BuTtne and mines how happy aruhou then. 

From thefe deuouters to be bamftied? 

But who comes with out brother MAteusntnt. 

Entfy Matcus and Lantrta- 
CUfaretts, Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to wcepe, 

Or if not fo, thy noble heart to brcake s 
1 brin<f confumingforrow to thine age. • 

Ti,%. WillitconfumemcJ Let me fecit then, 
^jMarc. This was thy daughter, 

Titm* Why Marcus fo fhc is. 

Aye roe, thisobieftkils me. 

Titus'. Faint-harted boy, arife and looke vpon her, 
Speakei<!«<«»a, what act urfed hand, 

Hatbmadethee handleflein thy FathersfightJ 
what foole hath added water to the Sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy ! 

My griefe was attheheightbeforethou camft, 
And*’nowlikeW;/^iitdifdaineth bounds: 

Giue me afword He chop off my hands too. 

For they hauc fought for Rome, and all in vaihe s 
Andthey hauenurft this woe.infeedinglifet 
In boo-elefleprayerhauethey bene held vp, - 

Andthey haueferudmeto effeftleflcvfe, 
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